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was a sculptor for the speedy recovery of my
luggage.
I had no patience to learn the use of the little
railway book, and often Mrs. Huskisson would
write out the stations for me whenever I left her
on a journey.
I found Earl FitzWilliam and his ladies most
delightful people. I modelled a bust of Lady
Albreda, and executed it in marble at Rome; it is
now at Wentworth House.
I have alluded to the scribblers on art in London,
and whilst there I discovered that needy class of
men lend themselves to those artists who can
afford to encourage them. I have dined a few
times with a painter well known to the public, of
great merit in his department of art; I was
acquainted with this artist at Rome. Every time
that I have had the pleasure of dining with him,
he had one or two of these scribblers at his table.
I was assured that many of the painters and
sculptors feast those men of letters. If the men so
employed were real judges of art, and honest in
their criticisms of the works submitted to them,
they might do essential good by producing a
correct taste for the arts in their native country.
During my late visits to England, I have had
opportunities of acquiring a knowledge of the state
of sculpture there, and of those who arrange public
monuments, I feel that it is my duty to express